THE MESSENGER

Gemma Brockis

The audience is seated in the auditorium, facing the stage. 

On the stage is a single desk, with a microphone, behind which sits a man. He is wet, and water is dribbling from the desk onto the stage. On the desk is a clear jug of water, in which there are sodden pages, some of which are disintegrating into pulp. The man takes pages from the jug and places them in front of him on the desk – this is happening as the audience enters.

Once clearance is given, the man adjusts his mic and reads directly to the audience. He reads from the pages, but it becomes apparent that the text is coming straight from him, until by the final speeches, there is no acknowledgement of the paper. Each ‘dear sirs,’ indicates a new letter. 

The desk has a contact mic, which picks up the sound of the water on the desk as well as the actor’s 

hands. The sound is of the room we are in, but damp. Gradually the sound takes us away from where we are, into the world of the letters.

Italics represent a movement away from the mic and a less direct tone (although it is not that clear cut and could change). Brackets represent something that may be said or only thought – to be discovered in rehearsal. 
HE SPEAKS – Formal to begin:
Dear sirs

I am more than grateful to have this opportunity to explain my actions before the assembled.
I have no wish to live out posterity as a demon.
But it is also important to declare that this is not an apology - I have no need of redemption.
I am here before God -
that is, before his time, rather than before his judgement, 

so his concerns do not concern me.
I did what was necessary.
What you made necessary.
I would be here myself

But it’s not possible to be in 2 places at once,

And I am a million miles away on a beach in the middle of nowhere

Paradise.

I am in paradise.

So I have sent my brother.

(Dear sirs)

consider him
consider this man before you.
look at him 

look at his eyes, the way he smiles, don't you think he looks like me?

sometimes you can't see it

but there's something in his watery eyes that reminds you of me -
what it used to be like when i was with you 

so long ago.  
…
do you miss me?

do you know what I miss? i miss the adoration
i miss the way i used to chop the head off a goat and they would all gasp and cheer

i miss the way i would read the goat

i miss the goats

i miss the way everyone understood me when i spoke and i miss the feeling of home

although oddly, it never quite felt like home while i was there.
it only feels like home now 

(I’m here…)
I blame you for that   

I don't  …
it is warm here and lush

a tiny boar has just run out of the bushes and is boundering around in the shallows  

I’ll go for a swim

no
perhaps not

I know where you are.

I can picture it exactly –

the high ceiling                    

(change so it begins seeming to describe the room we are in)

the white walls

the mosaics the paintings

and then the damp

the cold

the rats - everywhere -

under the floor, in the streets, the fields
i know you blame me for that.
but you’re wrong because I love my country and I never thought to hurt you

I stole it for the foreigner.
he wanted it
I wanted him

we ran away 

I ran away with him with it and

there’s an end.

that should have been the end.
the consequence -
the bad harvest  

the diseased earth 

the fact that it rains all the time and the weather’s bad.
none of that was intentional

none of that is even relevant it’s all circumstantial

but what is not circumstantial is …
this man in front of you

i put him there.
you sent my brother after us and now I send him back as a message:

don't fuck with me  

don't force me to do anything i don't want to do.  

look at him

i am thinking of him 

and he reminds you of me

the way he smiles, his eyes, the way he cries. 

he's in pieces  

but right now that's not my problem i've got problems of my own to deal with oh yes.  

i don't care for your judgements 

(I don’t care for your judgements)
i suppose i shouldn't suppose you have any

perhaps, after all, you understand.  

x – kiss
the water is cool

and clear

as it laps at my feet.

I think of how it stretches, without pause, to your shores

and I think of how it is contaminated, still, with his blood.

the broken body can be pieced back together

but something is lost along the way

a little blood mixed with a great amount of water

bleeding within it forever

all the water’s poisoned for me now

it’ll never be the same again.

dear sirs,  

hello dad, by the way,   

I suppose, without me there, you’ll need to learn to read your own future - it’s not as hard as you might think - 

lesson one: reading the heart of a goat

before you begin, ensure your hands are clean, or it will be hard to tell the difference between your own fate and the goat fate which actually is the fate of my country - your country

hold the heart in your hands and let it bleed dry

- for this, you need stamina -
now look at the arteries

if they turn blue, it means the goat drowned and your country will be lost. 

your country will be lost.
you needn't trust me on this, just check the heart of the goat and you'll find i'm right…

your sun will never shine again – as it shines for me now - i'm hours ahead of you in the heat of the midday sun while you shiver into your coats - the trees are blowing in the sea breeze - it's like paradise - but that's not why i came  

why did I come - for love. perhaps - (just) a need to be elsewhere in the middle of nowhere

which is where i am now.

with him.

my new family.
i'm not sure it’s home, but I like it.

I’m thinking of you, (dear brother)

I suppose I should go now

But parting’s sweet –

Hold it

Hold it
x
dear sirs,  

i have sent you my brother to act as a wall.
he will not tell you where i am.
he will not tell you how i stole your weather cycle.
he will not tell you where i left your fertile harvest.
he will not tell you where i am

he does not know

he never did

and even if he did he could not say - these aren't his words 

no. 

but this is his body.
you know it’s him despite the mess he’s in

he's in pieces 

i don’t mean that emotionally, psychologically
we live before freud
that is before his time rather than…
he’ll never get me anyway

i've run away to the sun

having a glorious time,
kisses

kisses

dear sirs,

my brother is in pieces before you.
i chopped him up 

not out of malice, you understand, but out of necessity - if it's him or me, it's me  

i'm sure he'd say the same if he had the chance  

(if he had his lips)

if he had his lips together to make the little sounds that would make the words he would say,

leave her be why did we even try to chase her let her go

because he loved me   

but you,

father, fatherland whatever,

you sent him after me, 

if it’s him or me it’s me - he’d say the same we’re not so different him and i 

you sent him after me,

this is the story bit,

you sent him after me,

him and his men

no - your men, the king’s men, without the king

and i needed to get you off my tail - all of you  

you sent him after me this man my brother before you and 

you gave me no choice

because i needed to be alone

a little freedom in the sun, a little beach of my own 

you sent him after me, after it, as i escaped with my shall we say love 

you sent him to me and made me show him how much i did not love him  

how much     

        

at the end of the day   
              

it wasn't about him. 

when i stuck the knife in his chest i aimed below the heart 

that was my moment of cowardice  

but from that point i was steadfast   

while my friends my new friends stood by horrified how i had saved their lives

i took a knive

or was it an axe

anyway, it's true it's all a blur

i took an ax

and chopped off his head  

and threw it in the water  

i saw the boat come close i saw the whites of their eyes they saw the whites of his

and anchored  

but there were so many more boats so many more men and only so many parts of the body that seemed

feasible

for a dissection  

with his head gone, his hair that i had pulled as a child gone, his eyes his smile that looked like mine

that death head

with that gone

i have to say,

the rest was easier

if not silent  

bones makes such a sound when they snap

and nobody helped me 

not even him

 nobody helped me - those cowards - while i saved their lives with the loss of only one man

not a bad casualty list for a war

not a bad record for the history books

not bad  

if you look at it through my eyes

or any eyes but yours    

but more are coming and i see the whites of their eyes as they sail toward me and they look at me with horror, those men with swords by their sides

and i throw them a bone

and they drop anchor

and they drop anchor 

and they drop anchor

and they drop anchor
[DURING THIS REPETITION THE VOICE OF THE ACTOR BLENDS IN TO THE VOICE OF A WOMAN -  HIS SISTER -  AND THEN BACK TO HIS] 
and they drop anchor 

and they drop anchor 

and they drop anchor 

and they drop anchor 

and they drop anchor 

and they drop anchor 

etc

i reach down for more ammunition

scrabbling for scraps of flesh ever smaller to fend off ever more boats

1-2-3-4-5-8-10 more boats and only half-an-arm left,

snap snap

fingers fly through the sky

i throw them up so they are seen clearly before the sun and the sailors shield their eyes and point 

and anchor  

one by one, they drop away from the chase while i throw them scraps

until they are all gone

they disappear into spots

and I am left drifting

towards my new home
my new family
with nothing left of you 

except your blood

I’ll keep that

I hope you don’t mind

I understand
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